IT           JUXO AND THE PAYCOCK

BENTHAM. The whole thing is terrible, Mrs.
Boyle; but the only way to deal with a mad dog
is to destroy him.

MRS. BOYLE. An' to think of me forgettin*
about him bein' brought to the church to-night,
an* we singin' an7 all, but it was well we hadn't
the gramophone goin', anyhow*

BOYLE. Even if we had aself. We've
nothin' to do with these things, one way or
t'other. That's the Government's business,
an* let them do what we're payin* them for
doin'.

MRS. BOYLE. I'd like to know how a body's
not to mind these things; look at the way
they're afther leavin* the people in this very
house. Hasn't the whole house, nearly, been
massacreed? There's young Dougherty's
husband with his leg off; Mrs. Travers that
had her son blew up be a mine in Inchegeela,
in Co. Cork; Mrs. Mannin* that lost wan of
her sons in an ambush a few weeks ago, an*
now, poor Mrs. Tancred's only child gone
West with his body made a collandher of*
Sure, if it's not our business, I don't know
whose business it is.

BOYLE. Here, there, that's enough about
them things; they don't affect us, an' we
needn't give a damn. If they want a wake,
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